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sharp and tender love 


Author's Notes: 
1113, | guess, maybe late 1912. | don\'t know, | just really like Jon being ravenous in his goofy, bubbly-headed, 
elven way. SHRUGS 


Just after he has finished sound check, Chris walks off stage, and a hand grabs him by the sleeve. He knows 
its Jon before he looks. Only Jon had a hand that size and only Jon would care. And sure enough, Jon sits atop 
an enormous amp that is probably meant for some other band at some other time, and his eyes gleam wet 
and dark above teeth that poke out to clamp down on one side of his bottom lip. Chris knows this means Jon 


wants something. 
The flush in his cheeks means that Jon wants Chris. 
"We're playing in two hours,’ Chris says, leaning toward him to growl into his ear. "We're supposed to use this 


time to eat and pretty ourselves. Atlantic isn't paying us to shag, Jon, why don't we save it for the hotel 
tonight?" 


Jon whimpers, a sound that in the expulsion of it endows him with the power to pull Chris close to him, close 
enough for Chris to decide whether or not to indulge him in the kiss he seeks. "You're ever so cruel to me, 


you are, Christopher. Please, just quickly. Right here, if you must. | need you." 


He gets so petulant when he begs. But Chris has a difficult time thinking of a sound he enjoys more than that 
voice begging, that same voice that so readily gives one command after another in the studio. He's vulnerable 
only when he actually goes to record, and Eddie needs to give him instructions and everyone else needs to give 
him reassurance. This side of him slips out then, like the strap of a lady's brassiere through her shirt. Chris 
doesn't think of these moments as comeuppance; rather, they are Jon's veneer falling away. An opportunity for 
him to be himself, no matter how he still fights through it to try to present himself as the leader, as 


Napoleon. 

Chris toys with Napoleon so that Jon can be rewarded. 

"That wouldn't be any fun at all for either of us and you know it” Chris speaks with his lips just brushing 
against the skin near Jon's earlobe. He makes sure to never tease it, never nip at it, and absolutely never kiss 


it. "We haven't got any lotion at all. But | guess if you wanted to suck me | could return the favor." 


A negative "mmm" is the start of Jon's counterpoint. He shakes his head, his hair tickling Chris‘ cheek. "Not 
enough," he says. "That's not where | want you." 


And Chris can be rewarded, too: anytime Jon admits this is enough to make his day. Chris smirks, runs his 
hand down from Jon's neck, over his chest, and down into his lap, tucking his hand into the tight space between 
his thighs, holding onto him when Jon shudders and clenches up. "You won't even open for me." 

Jon shivers at his voice. "Please?" he begs again. 


Chris will settle only for particulars. "Please what?" 


"Take me in the loo, | don't know, anywhere, please, Christopher. | need you. | need to join with you, let us 


become one, you really don't mean to be this cruel, to say you'd rather not, do you?" 

If Jon is going to insist that Chris is cruel, then why shouldn't he go ahead and prove him right? "What, and 
your mouth isn't a part of you? Though..Sucking me would kill your voice, anyway, wouldn't it?" He smirks 
again, this time baring his teeth, pulling away, and staring into Jon's eyes. "You know they're filming this 


concert tonight. There could be a camera on us right now." 


"You're the worst man in the history of men," Jon sighs. He brings his hands up to lace his fingers into Chris’ 


hair, trying his hardest to entice Chris to kiss him. 
He won't entertain it. "If thats so, then why do you want me so badly right now?" 


"| love you," he replies. "You played so well at sound check and, oh, | haven't the foggiest idea, the way you 


moved during ‘The Fish, | thought to myself, oh, Christopher, this is how you look when we make love, and you 


sent a look my way, and | sent one back, do you remember?" 


He does. As a matter of fact they lock eyes dozens of times at every concert and at every sound check but 
if Chris can remember the song during which each gaze had taken place then he can remember the look on 


Jon's face just as well. He answers with a flick of his eyebrow and a flash of a half-smirk. 


"| know you don't wish to be so cruel to me," Jon says, closing his eyes and letting them open slowly, trying to 
push the yearning out of them like a tear. "| love you ever so much! 


Bless his desperate little heart, Chris thinks. He can only ever stay in control of this hyper-dominant side of 


him for so long before his heart melts and his control leaks all over like hard candy in the sun 


He leans in and gives Jon the kiss for which he's begged so desperately, and accordingly, Jon does not let go of 
him. His fingers anchor Chris in place. His lips burn enough to make the two of them fuse at the lips. He moans 
into it, squeaking sighs that escape at the flicker of a tongue. The cameras have never been enough to deter 
Jon, and for that, at least, Chris admires him. He breaks away, a move that comes so easily it reminds Chris 


that he could have done it at any time. As if he'd ever want to. 


"| love you too," Chris says. He can't in all good faith concede to Jon's desires, but the little mandrake is so 


much more cooperative when he's being humoured that he comes up with a plan. "Ill tell you what." 


Jon bites his lip again, craning his neck up to invest his eyes in whatever Chris may offer him, like a bird 
looking for scraps. Chris brushes Jon's hair to the side, over his ear. Damp tendrils stick to his temple. 


Which awakens Chris‘ dominant side once again "If you can somehow manage to procure some lotion in.Let's 


say fifteen minutes, and you meet me back in my dressing room, I'll have no choice but to bugger you, will |?" 


By a hair Jon avoids hiding his smile before he pushes himself off of the amp and scurries away without a 
word. Chris chuckles. Better head back to the dressing room in time to console him, he thinks. My precious 
little bugger. 


The next time Chris sees Jon he is creeping into his dressing room with a red plastic cup in his hand. Chris 
assumes he's gotten into the liquor in a fit of disappointment. But Jon says nothing, turns around, locks the 
door, crosses over to where Chris sits on the couch, and plunks down in his lap like Chris is Father bloody 
Christmas and Jon is about to remind him that, oh, listen closely now, for I've been such a good boy, | have, 


and | would rather like a todger in me this year, yes, | would. 
"You look happy," Chris notes. 


Jon tilts the cup toward him. He peers inside. A pearly white solution fills the cup halfway, with a clean scent 


that wafts up to Chris‘ nose and draws him to look up at Jon, who beams. 
"| don't suppose I've got any place to ask where you've gotten this," Chris says. 
"Quickly, now!" Jon chirps. 


He forces the cup into Chris‘ hand and scoots out of his lap to lie face down on the couch. He's got enough 
room there to stretch out and be more than smug about it all. And hoisted, he supposes, by his own 
admittedly randy petard, Chris sees no point in prolonging Jon's "agony" any further. He places the cup on the 
arm of the couch, turns to the side, gets his pants as off as he can within reason, down to his thighs, and 


does the same for Jon. 


He almost reaches back to get the cup again but squints in its direction Then he turns back toward where Jon 
rests ready and self-satisfied, and he positions himself so that he doesn't quite lie on top of Jon, but hovers 
over him, able to push his hair out of the way so he can lean down and kiss his neck, his ear, his cheek, and, if 


Jon turns around enough, his lips. 


"You're lucky you're not the type of singer who does a lot of moving around," Chris murmurs to him. "You've 


just gotta do your little shuffle up there. You pick the strangest times to be insatiable." 


He picks himself back up and grabs the cup, and while he does, Jon replies, "And have you ever once said no to 


me?" 


"| never will, either," answers the man who takes as much mystery lotion from a beer cup as he possibly can 


and uses it to coat his wanker. 

Chris chuckles before he steadies himself. Just because he won't deny him doesn't mean he's not in charge. 
| love you," Jon says. He is peering back at Chris through a veil of his own hair, a glimmering iris under the 
phosphorescent dressing room light the only feature he makes available to him, other than his voice, which 
drops to a murmur, as husky as it is earnest. "Thank you for indulging me." 

Chris shrugs. "Well," he says. "The flowers need the sun” 

And knowing Jon, it is that more than Chris finally pushing inside that makes him let out a rapturous sigh of 
his name of which only the end manages to be muffled. Chris dives back down toward his face-and he thanks 
his height for giving him the ability to perform such a feat-and burrows himself so he can kiss Jon's moans 
into silence. All this time Jon has been so close, and now, this near to him, Chris can see his fingers trembling 
the longer they go. 

He says, "Is this what you wanted? Is this good?" 


"Please," Jon says. "Faster." 


Always the first demand. Chris grants it. He'll hear it a second time-right then, too, "oh, faster, Christopher, 
please"-because Chris‘ natural timing is so slow, just a constant rolling of his hips, like the waves. But Jon 


needs a storm every time. 


The third would be "harder" but faster begets harder, no matter what Chris does, so the final demand 


becomes “deeper, please, ahh, go-a little-deeper!" 


Briefly Chris thinks he could deny him when he's being so bossy. But he knows that "deeper" always leads to 
"please," again and again, chanted like a prayer, and Chris never knows what Jon means when he begs-him?-for 


whatever it is he begs for, but he will never, absolutely never, pass up an opportunity to hear it. 
"Please..." 


He tucks his arms under Jon's chest to hold him there, keep him still. "Please what, Jon?" Chris asks. "What do 


you want?" 


"Please, oh please, oh please," Jon replies. That and only that, dozens of times over, muttered under his failing 
breath, quieting the more time he spends clenching his teeth, and fading away as he reaches what Chris 
assumes is his threshold. 


Chris remains positive he has absolute dominion over the ability to push Jon off the edge. "Tell me what you 
want," he snarls low into Jon's ear. "What do you want? Something from me..? Is it me..? Tell me, Jon, or I'll 


pull out right now and you'll never get it." 


An empty threat. But he believes it himself for a second, at least as long as Jon's keening "no" lasts. He says, 


"Tell me or I'll do it. | don't want to have to. Don't make me, Jon. | don't-want to-leave you..l"ll..Jon, lll-fuck-" 


Chris takes just enough time coming for Jon to start as he finishes. When he pulls out, sweat and satisfaction 
and a sense that maybe he gets off as much on dominating Jon as Jon gets off on getting dominated by him, 
and he has no energy to think about it or even form an opinion until he sits back against the couch, bringing 


Jon's feet onto his lap. 


In doing this he realizes Jon has turned over onto his back. He finds him pulling his clothing back into position, 
flushed and smiling but altogether collected. 


"You don't mind if | nap for a moment, do you, my Fish?" Jon asks, settling back down on the couch. He rolls 


onto his side, using his hands as a pillow. "You may wake me whenever you come to." 


He's out before Chris can answer him. And what would he even say” Chris has never for a second been in 


control of Jon. He laughs, rests his head against the cushion, strokes Jor's ankle. It's nice to imagine, though. 


